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W HEN I lye mufing on my bed alone. 
And liften to the wintry waterfall}* 

And many moments that are pad and gone, 
(Moments of funihine and of joy) recall; 
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Though the long night is dark and damp around, 
And no ftill ftar hangs out its friendly flame; 

And the winds fweep the fafti with fuUen found, 
And freezing palfy creeps o'er all my frame; 



• The fell of the river, heard from the Parade. 






[ 6 ] 

I catch confoling phantafies that fpring 

From the thick gloom, and as the night-airs beat, 

They touch my heart, like the wild wires-f- that ring 
In mournful modulations, ftrange and fweet. 

Was it the voice of thee, my buried friend? 

Was it the whifper'd vow of faithful love? 
Do I in ****** green fhades thy fteps attend, 

And hear the high pines murmur thus above? 

*Twas not thy voice, my buried friend! — O no: 
'Twas not, O ***»**, the murmur of thy trees; 

But at the thought I feel my bofom glow. 

And woo the dream whofe air-drawn fhadows pleafe. 

And I can think I fee the groves again, 

The larches that yon peaceful roof embow'r. 

The airy down, the cattle-fpeckrd plain, 
And the grey funfhine on the village tow'r. 

t The iEolian Harp. 
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And I can think I hear its fabbath chime 
Come fmoothly foften'd down the woody valej 

Or mark on yon lone eminence fublime, 

Faft whirling in the wind, the white mill's fail. 

Phantom! that by my bed doft beck'ning glide; 

Speftre of Death! to the damp chamel hie; 
Thy dim pale hand, thy feft'ring vifage, hide: 

Thou com'st to fay ** / with thy worms Jhall lief" 

Thou com'st to fay, that my once-vacant mind 
Amid thofe fcenes ftiall never more rqoice; 

Nor on the day of reft the hoary hind 
Bend oer his ftafF, attentive to my voice! 

Why thou haft vifited that pleafant place, 

Where in this hard world I have happieft been; — 

And Ihall I tremble at thy hideous mace, 

That hath pierc'd all on which life feem'd to lean? 
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But Hope might whifper, — '* Many a fmiling day 
And many a cheerful eve might yet be mine» 

Ere age's autumn ftrew my locks with grey. 
And weary to the duft my fteps decline." 

I argue not:— To thee, O God! I bow, 
^ And to thy Heft ; fecure, whatever my lot, 
Meek fpirit of refign'd Content, that thou 
Wilt fmooth my pillow, and forfake me not. 

O bland Contentment ! who, with pilgrim feet, 
Wand'rest from halls of loud, tumultuous joy; * 

And on the naked down, when the winds beat, 
Doft fing to the forfaken ftiepherd-boy: 

Thou art the fick man's nurfe, the poor man's friend, 
And thro' each change of life thou haft been mine; 

In every ill thou canft a comfort blend. 
And bid the eye, though fad, in fadnefs fhine. 
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Thee I have met on Cberweli's willow*d fide; 

And when our deftin'd road far onward lay. 
Thee I have found, whatever chance betide. 

The kind companion of my devious way. 

With thee, unwearied have I lov'd to roam, 
By the fmooth-^flowing ScbelJy or rufhing Rbinei 

And thou haft gladden'd my fequefter'd home. 
And hung my peaceful porch with eglantine* 

When cares and erodes my tir'd fpirits tried. 
When to the duft my Father I refign'd; 

Amidft the quiet (hade unfeen I figh'd, 

And, bleft with thee, forgot a world uinkind* 

Ev'n now, while toiling through the fleeplefs night, 
A tearfuMook to diftant fcenes I caft, 

And the glad obje£ts that once chahn'd my fight 
Remember, like ibft views of fairie paft. 
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I fee thee come half-fmiling to my bed. 
With Fortitude more awfully fevere, 

Whofe arm fuftaining holds my drooping head. 
Who dries with her dark locks the tender tear, 

O firmer fpirit ! on fome craggy height 

Who, when the tempeft fails aloft, doft ftand. 

And hear'ft the ceafelefs billows of the night 
Rolling dark on the folitary ftraiid; 

At this fad hour, when no harfh thoughts intrude 
To mar the melancholy mind's repofe. 

When I am left to night and folitude, 

And languid life feems verging to its clofe; 

O let me thy pervading hifluence feel! 

Be every weak and wayward thought reprefs'd ! 
And hide thou, as with plates of coldeft fteel. 

The faded afpe6t, and the throbbing breaft. 
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Silent the motley pageant may retreat, 

And vain mortality's brief fcenes remove; 

Yet let my bofom, whilft with life it beat. 
Breathe a kind prayer for all on earth I love- 

Slow-pining pain weighs down my heavy eye, 
A chiller faintnefs fteals upon my breaftj 

" O gentle Mufe, with fome fweet lullaby,"* 
Rock me in long forgetfulnefs to reft! 

• Sec Dr. Harington's exquifite air to the words: 

** Come, gentle Mafe, lull me to fleep 
'* With fome fweet harmony!" 
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ON LEAVING 



JVIJfCHESTER SCHOOL. 

WRITTEH IN THE YEAR 1782. 

1 HE ipring ihall vifit thee again. 

And many a blackbird's early ftrain, 
Itcbin! be heard along thy nifhy fliore; 

And yonder battlements,* that throw 

Their fhadow on thy ftream below. 
Shall wear green fprays, that deck thdr arches hoar. 

But I, amidft the youthful train 

That ftray at ev'ning by thy fide. 
No longer fhall a gueft remain 

To mark the Ipring's reviving pride. — 

• St. Croix. 
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I go not unrejoicing: but who knows, 

O World ! whqn I have fhar'd thy many woes, 

Returning4 may drop fome natural tears; 

A 

When thefe fame fields I look around. 
And hear from yonder dome* the due bell found. 
And think upon the joys that crown'd my ftripling years ! 

" ' - ■ I- ■ I yi ■ . ■ ■- 

•* The Cathedral. 
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